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THE VISION OF ST. ELIZABETH. 



By Alice Saw telle Randall, Ph.D., 
New Haven, Conn. 



Have you read of that beautiful legend — 
That legend from ages now old — 

Of Elizabeth, royal, yet saintly, 

Who prized above purple and gold 

The meek raiment that charity weareth, 

The halo whose radiance sheds 
Benediction where poverty hungers 

Or tosses on feverish beds ? 

When the lights in the castle were blazing, 
And courtiers her beauty would sing, 

She thought, not of them, but the outcast, 
And, hast'ning on sympathy's wing, 

Her abundance she shared with the needy, 

And with it a blessing let fall : 
Is it wonder they clung to her garments, 

And saint she became to them all ? 

The fair angels, 'twas said, were her playmates 
As childhood tripped down its fleet morn ; 

And the charm of her womanhood's beauty 
Was the charm that of heaven is born. 

And- — blessing all blessings surpassing ! — 

That vision all sacrifice worth — 
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Yea, that vision the martyrs have died for — 
Was her's while she dwelt upon earth. 

'Twas the gift — not of angel — but leper, 

Who lay, a poor boy, at her gate. 
The proud castle may frown in aloofness ; 

She hastens his woe to abate. 

With what tenderness, bending above him, 

She lifts him against her own breast ! 
With what gentleness carries him, fainting, 

And lays him — this princess thrice-blessed — 

Not out on the straw with the swineherd, 

But verily in her own bed ! 
And the oil of a heartfelt compassion 

She pours on his buffeted head. 

When lo ! (is she waking or dreaming?) 

That vision ineffable came 
To envelop all duty with beauty 

And make them forever the same ; 

For the death-smitten face of the leper 

Looked up to her own and smiled, 
And that face, which reflected all heaven, 

Was the face of the world's Christ-child. 



